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Ecstasy 


Author's Notes: 
Short and shit 


| sat on the edge of my bed checking my phone for the time every twenty seconds, grinding my teeth with 
impatience. He was late. But | didn't want to seem like | was just sitting here waiting, so when | heard the knock 
on my door | quickly turned on the TV and ruffled the sheets to make it seem more nonchalant. Then | let him 
in. It was so much more convenient to have the hotels for a few days than the tour bus. More privacy, 


seclusion, alone time. We needed that. 


But yes, | let him in the door. Well, opened the door, at least. He's the one that let himself in, pushing me 
backwards into my room with one arm, slamming the door behind him with the other. He backed me into the 
wall and grazed his nose up my neck, stopping to nip at my ear. | smiled and kissed him passionately, tangling 
my hands in his hair before pushing him back, panting a little and smirking. 


"Yes, you may come in," | grinned, teasing him. 


"Oh, wow, thanks Lex," he laughed, shoving me playfully. 


"You, uh, brought the stuff, right?" | asked, trying to keep the nervousness out of my voice. | hated trusting 
him with these things considering half the time he failed to follow through, having a million stupid excuses as 
to why he couldn't get it that night. But to my relief he smiled and rolled his eyes, reaching into his pocket to 


produce a small baggy. 


"Are you even excited to see me, or is it just this?" he teased back, not being serious, and yet somehow 


weighting the question so that my answer mattered. 
"Both of you look pretty nice right now," | smiled, leaning in to kiss him again. That was a truthful answer, too. 


‘Mmmmm sure. | bet," he replied, stroking my cheek and accepting my kisses before getting down to business. 
He took the spoon from the nightstand, emptied the contents of the baggy onto it and got the water, the 
lighter, the cotton, the syringe, telling me to tie the belt around my arm. As if | didn't know what to do. But he 
liked to do it for me. Made him feel good | guess, to see the look on my face, to know he was putting it there. 
Maybe he was afraid I'd overdose if | did it myself. Who knows. | never asked because | liked when he did it too. 


Rubbed little circles on the sensitive skin of my forearm. It was nice. Comforting. 


And so he pulled it into the syringe, smiling and turning to me, my eager eyes staring at the needle. | was 
hungry and he knew it. He gripped my arm and rubbed circles in the crease of my elbow with his thumb, 
gently stroking the pale skin, and he inserted the needle, telling me to take the belt off. | did, and let the 
warmth spread through me, let my eyes roll to the back of my head. Yes. This was what | lived for. This 
feeling. | felt that my mouth was curled into a grin, hanging open a little smiling, and | knew Janne was looking 
at me, smiling back, getting ready to do himself. And when | felt him slump against me, felt his shoulder meet 
mine, | knew he was gone too, and our lips met absentmindedly, an afterthought, moving and probing without 
direction, small moans and groans that seemed eons away coming out our mouths, our minds floating 


somewhere else. We were in ecstasy. 


The beginning 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote some more 


| knew what it was when she pulled out the syringe. She didn't even hide it. | guess at that point she didn't 
really care, maybe she was too far gone. Once you're into the heavy stages of addiction its pointless to try 
and hide it. Or so it seems. It's so second nature, such a natural part of life that it's like taking vitamins. 
Everyone close to you has already found out about your dirty secret, so what does it matter if some fifteen 
year old kid knows? 


| watched with a sort of horrific fascination as she stuck the lighter under the spoon She seemed so sure of 
herself, so confident in what she was doing, something that was so foreign to me, it was in a way intriguing to 


watch. Almost made me want to try too. 


"What are you doing?" | asked, just to break the silence when she turned to look at me with that smirk, that 
smirk that said "I know you've been staring at me." Guilty. 


"Shooting up, what's it look like?" she said, slightly annoyed that | even asked the question 


"Oh," | said quietly, nodding my head as if this was news. | just kept watching, wanting to see what she'd do 


next. 


Her name was Amy and we were in her room, having recently gotten a little tipsy and fucked. She was the 
waitress at this restaurant me and my friends liked to visit, mostly because of her, and everyone wanted to 
fuck her. She was twenty-five and blonde and busty and | guess looked slightly like a druggy in light of recent 
circumstances, but a hot druggy nonetheless. And of course it was me that finally got her. My friends would 
be so jealous, | knew, despite the fact that she was willing to sleep with anything that moved, especially cute 
little teenage boys with hair in that weird floppy growing out stage and soft blue eyes. What mattered was 
that | was the only one confident enough to start talking to her, which quickly led to this. Quickly meaning 
within about half an hour. But like | said, that didn't matter. She was mine for the time being and | was sure 
going to make a show of it while it lasted. Didn't matter that she was slutty and didn't matter that apparently 
she was addicted to heroin. She was hot and she was older. Ten years older. | was going to be a veritable 


celebrity. 


"You wanna try some?" she asked, smirking again in that condescending way, like she was talking to a little kid, 
which | guess she was, but still. It pissed me off. 


"No," | pouted, grabbing the nearest bottle of liquor and taking a swig. | grimaced from the taste. Yuck 
She laughed at me and took the bottle from my hands, setting it on the table away from me. 


"Good. | wouldn't give you any anyway. You're too young," she smiled and pulled the liquid into the syringe, 
humming a little. 


"Old enough for you to fuck," | grumbled, a little embarrassed by the verbal reminder that | was just a stupid 
teenager to her. Expendable. 


‘Of course. | like you Alexi. You're sweet," she smiled at me and kissed me and squeezed my shoulder, 
rejuvenating my spirits. "You can sniff a little, if you want," she said, smirking again, as if this was some little 
conspiracy between us, a secret adult thing that she was sharing with me, a mere child. It made me feel 


special, | guess. And so | took the offered powder and snorted it and went to Heaven for a bit with Amy. It was 


nice. 


There was this loud noise, this banging and shouting. Someone was yelling my name. | wondered if there was an 


earthquake. 

No, it was someone pounding on my door and yelling at me to get up. | sighed and snuggled closer to Janne, 
trying to go back to sleep, but the noise didn't stop. | kissed along Janne's jaw groggily and stopped at his lips, 
watching them part in anticipation and then curve into a frown when nothing happened. 

"Janne?" | said softly, playing with his hair. 


"Mmm?" he mumbled, his eyes opening into little slits. "What is it baby?" 


"Someone's knocking on our door and | can't sleep. Can you go make it stop?" | whined, collapsing back onto the 


pillows in exhaustion. 

"Uggghhhh," he groaned, closing his eyes again and pulling me closer. It didn't stop. 

"Janne?" | asked again after a few minutes had passed and | was afraid our door was going to be knocked in. 
"Okay, okay, I'm getting it," he sighed, pulling himself out of bed and shuffling to the door. 


"Jaska, he's in here!" | heard Henkka's voice yell down the hallway. "Should've known. We may as well not even 


pay for you two to have separate rooms anymore. Where the fuck is Alexi?" 


My eyes snapped open as | heard Henkka begin to enter the room. | don't think I've ever moved faster, lunging 
over the bed to shove the syringe and spoon and other paraphernalia into the drawer of the bedside table, 


making it just in time for Henkka to storm in, obviously pissed, while Janne followed, white as a sheet, visibly 


relaxing once he saw I'd cleaned up temporarily. 


"This is it! You guys want to hide away from everyone and party by yourselves, then fine. | get it. We're not 
good enough anymore. Whatever. | don't give a shit. But you let it interfere with the band and it affects all of 
us then you better be having a really fucking good time. | thought you cared more than that Alexi," he 
growled, turning to me, cowering on the bed with wide eyes. "You with all your ‘music is my life’ bullshit. Tell 
that to our fans when we suck because YOU made us miss soundcheck for the tenth time this month. When 
I'm pissed as fuck because I've been pounding on your door for the last half hour. | don't care what you're 
doing in here, if you guys drink your fucking lives away, if you're fucking girls, if you're fucking each other for 
Christ's sake. | don't care. But get your fucking shit together or I'm done. If this is how much the band means 
to you, if this is how much you care about us, the people you call your "brothers" on camera and in 
magazines, then fuck you Alexi, | dont want to be in your band anymore anyway," he snarled, slamming the 


door on his way out. 

"You've got five minutes," Jaska said venomously, taking Henkka's lead and slamming the door behind him too. 
| sat on the bed still, staring where they had stood, perhaps in shock. Janne grabbed a shirt out of my 
suitcase and pulled it over my head, making sure it was long sleeved, letting me put my arms through 
eventually as he worked on getting my pants on and tying my shoes. With the few minutes left he grabbed a 
brush and tried to run it through my hair, yanking as gently as possible at the knots and tangles. 


| bit my lower lip and whimpered when he got caught on a certain section, jerking my head down as he pulled 


at the knot. My eyes stung but it was okay, | didn't cry. 

"He didn't mean it you know," Janne soothed, giving up on my hair and hugging me, kissing the back of my neck. 
| sniffed, struggling harder to keep my composure. People comforting me only made things worse. 

‘| love you Alexi, and so does everyone else. They're just worried about you," he murmured, rubbing his 
thumbs across the dark circles under my eyes, drying up any moisture that had collected there in my 
moment of weakness. 


"No, he's right. l'm.. I've been awful." 


| squeezed my eyes shut and shook my head, filled with this overwhelming sense of despair. The world was 
gray. 


"We're.. we're not going to do it anymore Janne. I'm not doing it anymore. We're done. We're going to stop, 


okay?" | said, staring into his eyes earnestly. 


He smiled at me sadly. 


"Sure, Lex. Sure." 


Melting 


Author's Notes: 
Its the first day of the rest of your life. Thanks Boyer. 


Janne and me, us, it was an accident really. As everything else in life is. A coincidence. The events of that night 
were set up perfectly for it to happen and it did, a random chance that worked out to this random result. The 
world is chaos, but sometimes that chaos just gets in that right sequence to end up how it should. | think. | 


don't really believe in soul mates really, or fate. | just think, me and him, it just.. 


We were drinking in his shitty little apartment, as we often did during off time, and he was decently drunk 
while | remained only decently tipsy, enough to loosen my tongue and mind but not so much as to have me 
stumbling about the room lip syncing to my favorite hair metal song. | wasn't in love with him. | didn't think 
about him sexually. He was just my best friend. At least consciously. | can't speak for my subconscious, which 
must have held some deeper feelings for him considering what happened. Sometimes | think if | hadn't been so 
fucked up, if | wasn't still so fucked up, Janne and | would have never happened. That night would have gone 
completely differently. But | was and it didn't. I'm not sure if there's a difference between love and obsession, 
between want and need and desire and desperation. | don't know if it even matters. Whatever happened, it 


happened. 

"So Cynthia started begging me to take her on this weekend beach trip.” 
| ground my teeth and took a swig of Jack. | felt empty again 

"Have fun," | said, not bothering to cover the annoyance in my voice. 


"Wow, thanks," he grumbled, rolling his eyes and drinking some more. He didn't need any more. He was slurring a 


little. 


"Cynthia is a stupid name. | don't know how you could stand talking to someone if you had to call them 


Cynthia," | muttered. 


"You know what's stupid? All the shit that comes out of your mouth," Janne shot back, annoyed at my 
annoyance. Why was he surprised? | hated Cynthia 


"Do you call her that when you're fucking her, when she sucks you? ‘Oh, Cynthia! | mean, that's gross. | can't 


imagine doing that," | shuddered, sipping some more alcohol. 


"Shut up Alexi, that's none of your business anyway. You're just jealous because | have a girlfriend for once 


and you don't so you have to start acting like my girlfriend is shit. Just fucking deal with it” 
| was angry and hurt and worried that what he was saying might actually be true. Goddammit. 


‘Oh, my bad, sorry I've been in a MENTAL HOSPITAL and didn't have time to go get myself a girlfriend from 
the female wing!" | said animatedly, standing up, fists balled at my sides. 


‘lm sick and tired of that being held over me as some sort of guilt trip. So you went crazy. Get over it. It's 
not my problem and it doesn't give you the right to act like a total dick about everything!" Janne said, standing 


up too in that drunken way. | was curious what he would do if | got him more mad. 


"So | act like a dick about everything is that it? Why the hell am | over here then? Is our friendship some sort 
of guilt trip? I'm your pathetic crazy guitar player who you feel bad for so you let come over to your house 

and pretend to like him? Fuck you," | snarled, nearly shaking from anger. My mood swings were the worst part 

of it all. The anger, the sadness, the numbness. 


"Okay not everything, but every time | mention Cynthia you get all fucking crazy!" Janne exclaimed, throwing 
his hands in the air. 


"Sorry I'm too CRAZY for you Janne!" 
"Come on, | didn't -" 


"I think you just bring her up because you know | don't like her. And because you think it's cool that you have 
a girlfriend and | don't. What am | supposed to do all weekend? I'll get lonely," | slumped back down into a sitting 


position, frowning. 


"Look, | can't be your caretaker 24/7 okay? | think it's time you regain a little independence. Why don't you 
hang out with one of the other guys? Or all of them? Have a party or something. Or better yet, get a 
girlfriend! | think it would be healthy for you. You do realize you have about 100 lined up, waiting for their 
chance to date *the* Alexi Laiho," he smirked, sitting back down next to me, punching my arm lightly to try 
and restore whatever semblance of good mood was left. | think | had succeeded in making him feel slightly 
guilty about leaving, actually, which in turn left me feeling slightly guilty too. Ever since I'd come out of the 
psyche ward Janne had been there for me, by my side. If | was feeling bad he'd always come over to try and 
cheer me up. If | said | was lonely, same thing. | was "lonely" pretty much every night. | didn't like to be alone 
when it was dark so | usually either spent the night at his place or he at mine. Janne was the only one who 
could know these embarrassing details. It's not like | wanted the whole band to think | was some pussy or 


something. My mental state was something I'd confided in Janne only. 


| didn't even know at the time why | never started dating again, after the hospital. | just didn’t. It never 
crossed my mind. | had company in the form of Janne and that seemed to be all | wanted then. And then Janne 
met Cynthia. | mean, let's be honest, the name really is awful. And she wasn't even that attractive! In my 


defense, everyone in the band except Janne hated her too, so | wasn't alone on that. But he was right, | did 
tend to overreact every time she invaded our private late night discussions. And yes, | felt a little shitty that 
he never got to spend the night with his girlfriend because of me, but looking back, that could have been my 
motivation in the first place. | didn't like her taking away my friend. He belonged to me. 

"Janne | don't want them | want youuuu," | whined, giving him my best puppy dog eyes. 

His eyes widened a little and he gulped, but then shook his head, as if trying to dispel some confusing thought. 


"Nice try. I'm going with Cynthia to the beach and you are going to stay here and work on character building.’ 


"What the fuck does that even mean? Character building? Janne what if | get scared? What if bad things 
happen? What if | go crazy again? | hate Cynthia." 


| took another drink It was starting to make me feel that lovely warm and tingly sensation Much better than 


numbness. 

"Alexi it's one weekend. It'll be fine. You've been doing really well these past few weeks." 
"Yeah ‘cause you're here!" | exclaimed. 

"l'm going," he said in response as if the decision was final. 

"No you're not!" 

"Yes, | am!" 


‘lm not letting youl" | cried, straddling his legs and pinning his arms above his head. "See? You're trapped, so 


you can't leave!" 

He just looked up at me amusedly, suddenly seeming less annoyed. 

"You realize I'm stronger than you right?" he smirked, breaking his arms free to prove his point. 
"You realize you're mine?!" | almost growled, gripping his shoulders tightly. 

His eyes clouded over for a second before he chuckled, seeming to think | was joking. 


"Come on Allu, stop being so difficult. Two and a half days is it. Then I'll be back, | promise," he said, patting my 
thigh. He let his hand linger. 


"No, you belong to me! Not -" | shuddered momentarily "-Cynthia." 


“Alexi, what.." his drunken mind seemed to be trying to make sense of what | was saying, if | was crazier than 


he thought. 


"You're mine, okay? You and me.. | need you, right now. Don't. | just." my voice was getting softer and | was 


subconsciously leaning forward, just trying to make my point, you know, but then.. 


| looked up into his eyes and he was staring at my lips, before looking back up into my eyes and we were so 


close and we were just staring into each other's eyes and he swallowed and.. 


| let my lips brush against his, just softly, and then sat back on my haunches, breathing a little heavier and 
feeling a little more confused. Why did | do that. 


"Alexi.." Janne started, seeming unsure of what exactly to say. | think he was searching for the words but his 
brain was too fogged up. | related. 


| climbed off and sat back down next to him, making sure not to be touching him, and took another swig. 
"Sorry," | mumbled. "I don't know why | did that. Just.. fucking Cynthia and weekends at the beach. | mean, how 
much more disgustingly cliché could you get? | care about you man, should you really be dating someone like 
that? | mean come on, absolutely no creativity, am | right?" | laughed hesitantly. 

"Alexi." he said again, and | was mentally cursing myself. No way he'd stay with me now. I'd fucked it all up. 
Fuck me. Why did | do that? Shouldn't have gotten up in his face. Drunken habits die hard. | get all affectionate 
when | drink.. 

"Yeah?" 

"Ill stay. IF you want." 

‘Oh. Really?" No way this was real. 


"Yeah." 


"Oh," | said again. "If | knew all it took was kissing you I'd have done it sooner," | laughed uneasily, trying to turn 
it into a joke. Is how | usually got past uncomfortable situations. 


"I just don't want my best friend to get all scared while I'm gone," he teased, and we laughed. And then the 
laughter died down and | felt a little weird about everything and | started picking at the label on an empty beer 
bottle and Janne did god knows what, watched me, I'd imagine, and there was just this tension. Should | leave? 


Should | say something? | was feeling anxious. This atmosphere was weird. 


And then | felt a hand on my cheek. He was tucking my hair behind my ear and | froze, unsure of what | 
should do, so | peeked over and he was biting his lip, watching me, and | was vulnerable and fucked up and kinda 


drunk and I'm not sure how it happened but his lips were moving on mine, foreheads pressed together, and it 
felt so nice, the best I'd felt since the hospital really and | opened my mouth to let his tongue in and it had 
been so long since I'd felt so close to someone and he was taking such good care of me and just making me 
feel all warm instead of all cold and numb and | wrapped my arms around his neck and tangled my hands in his 
hair and it was so nice, so nice to feel him hold me close and slide his hand under my shirt and choose me 
over her, nip at my neck and nuzzle into my skin and fuck, | might've even cried a little because | felt like my 
heart was finally melting, and | loved him, | was sure of it, my fucking keyboardist, and he told me | was his 
now too and fuck Cynthia and | was never going to be lonely again, he'd make sure of it, and | was happy 
because we didn't fuck, we didn't do anything like that, he just kissed me and | kissed him and there were 


marks all over my body and we belonged to each other. It was nice. 
| woke up in his arms, just in my boxers, his face resting in my hair. 


"Alexi?" he asked, voice muffled, and he sounded annoyed. Mad. Shame and regret coursed through me. He was 


drunk and | took advantage of him. 

"Yeah?" | asked back quietly, afraid of the disgust. 

"Your hair is in my mouth." 

"Oh, shit, sorry," | apologized and quickly turned over so that we were face to face. | gulped seeing his face 
that close in the daylight, staring back at me, several hickeys littering his neck. | just laid there for a minute, 
waiting for him to say something while he stared back at me peculiarly. | started to fidget. What, was he going 
to punch me? Yell at me? 


".. what?" | finally asked, unable to stand his scrutiny any longer. 


"Goddammit. You're fucking beautiful," he smiled at me and | just remember thinking that was the first day of 
the rest of my life. 


Backwards 


Author's Notes: 
short and random. this story has no plot. 


An inadvertent smile spread over my face and | reached out to Janne in what seemed like slow motion, 
crawling over so that | was closer to him. He was sprawled on the floor of the bus, just staring at the ceiling 
with probably the same dippy grin | had on. It was nice when everyone knew you slept all day anyway, so 
they'd leave you alone on the bus to go sightseeing and shit. Janne just used the hangover excuse. 

| laid my head on his chest, enjoying the slow rhythm of his heart pulsating in my ear and the hand that lazily 
reached up to stroke my hair, rub my shoulder, trace patterns on my skin. It all felt so wonderful in moments 


like this. 


"Jesus fuck | love you," | moaned, turning my head up so | could kiss his chin and give him my best smile with 


some fluttery lashes added as a bonus. 


"Fuck you. Stop being so goddamn cute," he laughed, kissing the top of my head in return and chuckling into my 
hair. "You're making it hard to breathe." 


"Your heart really did skip a beat, | swear to god," | laughed. "Maybe | should give you mouth to mouth, you 
know, get that oxygen flowing again" 


"Mmmm," he nodded, inviting me, and | did sit up to kiss him, slowly moving my lips with his, massaging his 
mouth with my own, until he flipped our positions and let me relax, taking over the hard work of controlling my 
lips, nipping at my body, making me feel like heaven was real. And | told him so. 

"Janne, you make me believe in heaven" 

"You're so fucking cheesy." 

"You won't stop smiling.” 

"Neither will you." 


We looked in the mirror. 


He started laughing and pulled me back to the ground with him and | started laughing too, and we laid there 
laughing until we stopped. 


"Janne do you love me?" 

"You're the light of my life." 

He nuzzled my neck 

"Say it" 

| love you so fucking much." 

30 minutes earlier. 
"You're fucking unbelievable. Were you trying to hide this from me?" 


"No! Calm the fuck down, it's just fucking leftovers from a few nights ago, remember?" | said angrily, feeling 


moderately hungover and not in the mood for this fucking interrogation. 


"But why the hell did you pull it out of some secret pocket in your bag like you're building your own fucking 
stash?" 


"| was just saving it for when we might need it! | had *you* in mind, actually, so that if we ran dry you 


wouldn't go batshit crazy like you are now!" 


lm not acting crazy Alexi, I'm wondering why you hid a bag of heroin from me that *1* bought in the first 


place!" 


"| will repeat myself again for you, since you don't seem capable of kindergarten comprehension: | wasn't trying 


to fucking hide it you asshole, | was saving it. And now that we're getting clean, | want to get rid of it" 
"And by get rid of it, you mean use it," he sneered, 


"Yeah, so? And then we won't have any and I'll be forced to listen to you bitch like this 24 fucking 7. I'm so 


excited" 

"Shut the fuck up. And give me that," he snarled, snatching the baggie from my hands. 
"Give it back you fucker!" 

"Shut up!" 

He started walking towards the bathroom. 


"Wait, Janne, I'm sorry, don't -" 


"God you're such a fucking junkie. I'm not flushing it, I'm going to put it in your arm. Come on," he motioned for 


me to follow him into the bathroom. 


‘lm not a junkie. Fuck you," | grumbled, following him into the bathroom anyway, watching him quickly get out 


the utensils and prepare it like he'd done it a million times. It was unnerving. 


"Why do you always have to act like you're better than me anyway? Like I'm some low-life drug addict and 


you're ~" 

"Alexi, your mouth is moving, and words are coming out. Make that stop." 

| flipped him off. 

He glared. 

He missed my vein on purpose. Twice. 

Ae NIGH DEFOR ES ecean eE een te cicedemene 

"Look, guys, I'm really sorry | snapped at you earlier," Henkka apologized. There was something about playing a 
show that brought everyone close again. Made us want things to be okay. "You know it's just because | care 
about you, right? And it's just not like you to miss sound check. To not hang out with us anymore. You've both 


just been.. off, | guess." 


"I know, | know, and we're really sorry. Its my fault, | forgot to set my alarm. Everything's going to be better 
now | promise," | smiled. "And tonight? Let's fucking party dude. Like old times. All of us. You in Janne?" 


"Hell yeah!" he said, high-fiving me. 
Henkka looked at me curiously. 
"Okay... just, you know, if there's something you want to talk about, you can tell me." 


"Nope. Nothing to say. But if there was, I'd tell you for sure," | nodded vigorously, knowing he didn't believe me 
but also knowing he wouldn't pry further. 


After he left, Janne turned to me and frowned. 


"Why didn't you just tell him that we're together? It would've been the perfect time and he practically already 


said it himself earlier." 


"| don't know. Why would 1? Why didn't | tell him | was doing heroin?" 


"Dating me and being addicted to hard drugs are two totally different things, Lex," he smiled and kissed my 
cheek affectionately. 


"We'll tell them eventually. It's just.. | don't want them to be freaked out, you know?" 
"Okay, whenever you're ready. I'm not going to push you." 

"And l'm not addicted," | said firmly, pinching his arm. 

"Oww motherfucker. Ever heard of a thing called denial?" he laughed, beginning to tickle me. 


"F-fuck.. you," | laughed, trying to escape while giving him the finger. "You just watch, I'm getting fucking clean, 
starting right now. So that we *don't* get addicted." 


‘Mmmmm, whatever you say, my pretty boy," he grinned, leaving a trail of kisses up my neck and along my 


jaw. 

‘I'm not your boy!" | blushed as he laughed at me, moving his kisses to my reddening cheeks. 
Things were going to be better now. 

Things would be perfect. 


For both of us. 


from light to dark 


Author's Notes: 
| don't think anyone reads this story so lm trying to speed along the process to get it done. Therefore, this 
chapter is shitty and choppy as fuck. Only a chapter or two or three left. 


"You did this to mel" Janne shouted accusingly, dropping the needle he'd prepared so that it rolled across the 
tile. | stared at it longingly, biting my lip. It was physically painful to look at it. He was in a frenzy, Janne, and 
perhaps "shouted" isn't the right word. His voice was raised for sure, but it was almost like he was crying 


save for the lack of tears coming out his eyes. 


"You reduced me to.. to this!" He gestured about himself, to the rolling needle that again drew my eye, the 
dirty spoon next to it, his arm with the belt and his body crouched on the previously barricaded bathroom's 
floor. It was surely a sorry sight, the lowest of the low. That and his words made my feelings of anger and 
betrayal dwindle a litle, replaced by a small nagging sense of guilt. Still, | was pissed and hurt. There he had 
been, holding my hair back while | puked, watching me endure the worst week of my life while simultaneously 
cheating on me with a needle behind my back. | couldn't believe it. Although, looking back, his short recovery 
time should have been a warning to me. But then again, | had assumed it was just due to the fact that he'd 
used for much less time and in much less volume than | had. 


| had felt much more accountable when | thought we were doing it together. | went cold turkey, completely 
committing myself to getting better without having to go to a white room where you had to stand in line to 
get your daily pills. | didn't want that. And no matter how much | wanted to give in, there was the thought 
that | couldn't do that to Janne. | couldn't disappoint him like that. And suddenly here we were and | was 
already thinking about using again - if he's doing it too, why not me? 


But | snapped out of it. 


"The only thing | was trying to do was get you to stop! | never made you do anything, it was your choicel 
Don't try and blame your shitty decisions and complete and utter lack of willpower and loyalty on me," | 
seethed, turning my back on the scene. Was it because | didn't want to look into his face or because | couldn't 


bear to see that beautifully full needle lying there, ready for the taking..? 


"Do you really think | ever would have done this if it hadn't been for you? For your incessant need to get 
high? Who bought me my first hit? Who showed me how to prepare it? Who shoved that first needle up my 
arm and ruined everything? Who became a drug addict and turned into a com-completely different person? 


Turned m-me into someone | don't.. | don't even re-recognize anymore?" 


He was definitely crying now, burying his face in his knees like a child. There was admittedly something about 
the pathetic downward spiral of heroin that made you revert to childishness, mainly the yearning for 


innocence, a time when you were living with your parents, goofing off with friends in school, playing tag, 


dreaming of being a rockstar. It made you want to reverse life. 


| really wished in that moment | could do that for him. 


Unfortunately, | knew deep inside that he was partially right about me. Deep down | knew it was my fault. I'd 
known it for a long time. It really all stemmed from my intense fear of returning to the mental hospital. l'm 
not sure if it was just the state | was in at the time | went or the actual quality of my stay, but | promised 
to never return there, and even the thought of the sterile view and the crazy people in there, the random 
noises and shouts, the prying fingers, the medicine forced down your throat, sent shivers up my spine and a 
nauseous feeling to take over my stomach. I'll never forget my initial experience, in the midst of a breakdown 
being carted away, lashing out, the sedation, being restrained on the bed.. it was horrible. | couldn't go back 
there. 


And so | made it my mission to not be depressed again at all costs. Getting with Janne, having a person to love 
me again, it helped for a while. | wanted it to help. | wanted him to be enough. But he wasn't. After a while, 
after the novelty of our relationship wore off, things started going downhill again for me and | panicked. Alcohol 
became my anti-depressant. But soon enough drinking became a hassle. | hated the feeling of being addicted, 
which was starting to happen. The feeling of needing that drink every morning, every night, was infuriating and 
| hated it. And everyone was concerned. So | needed a distraction, something to take me off the booze once in a 


while. 


Enter: heroin. A buddy of mine mentioned it once, that he knew a guy, and, to his surprise, | suddenly wanted 
the connection. | remembered dabbling in my youth, the indescribable feeling it created. | wanted it. And that's 
how | got started. 


Now, it was fairly easy to keep it a secret from Janne at first. | was only using on occasion - | didn't want to 
get addicted - and | was usually snorting or maybe smoking every once in a while, just to keep myself from 
sinking too low. It made everything better, honestly. | was suddenly in a better mood, and Janne noticed. 


Everyone did. | was a better person on heroin than alcohol. 


But this period eventually came to an end, as it does for most. For me, it was the first time | did it with the 
aforementioned "friend" who got me the connection in the first place. He was experienced, a long-time user, and 
it was obvious. | didn't want to become like him. But | felt embarrassed when | realized that he was going to 
shoot it - of course he was, he had experience. Any other method was a waste to him. When he saw my 
embarrassment, however, being the nice guy he was, he offered to show me the best time of my life: my 
first shot. | had to admit, there was something so intimate about the ritual, the way he held my arm, the way 
the needle entered, the camaraderie between us as we each felt the greatest rush of euphoria the world has 


ever known, and after that | was hooked. In short. 


It wasn't long before Janne noticed the track marks. As one would guess, his initial reaction was anger and 


concern, but | assured him | only did it occasionally and it was totally safe and I'd been doing it for a long time. 
And that it was honestly the best thing ever and | wanted to keep it in my life. Predictably, before long he was 
begging me to try. | had made it sound amazing and he wanted to see what it was all about, basically. And why 
wouldn't | let him because if | hadn't gotten addicted all this time then he could do it once and be fine tool 


| tried to stop him | swear it. | didn't want this, for him to enter this part of my life, firstly because | loved 
him and didn't want this fate for him but also secondly for my own sake. He was my last real tie to the world 
of the sane. He couldn't enter the world of heroin with me or else | knew it would be the end. I'd be done, 


safely secured in the spiral to hell. | tried. 


But one day my car was in the repair shop and | was fresh out - | needed my fix. Long story short, | had the 
bright idea to use Janne's eagerness as an alibi for my addiction He had a car and | needed a ride to get some. 


The rest is history. | stuck the needle in his arm and everything went to shit. 


At first it had been fun, getting high together, loving each other more than ever, loving the new feelings we 
could suddenly share. It was bliss. But soon the good times were becoming fewer and farther between. The 
constant bickering had set in, the snapping, the irritability. Nothing was okay unless we were high, and it was 
never enough. We needed more. Normal things ceased to matter. We ceased to matter to each other. There 
were times of love, of course, of tearful apologies, hugs and kisses, but they were out of a desperation for 
normalcy more than anything. We loved each other, but we hated each other. He had me give another guy a 
blow-job for dope when we didn't have cash, | threw things at him and trashed his stuff when he would come 
back empty-handed. 


Sometimes | would catch him staring at me and become annoyed and ask what he wanted - he would just cock 
his head and mumble that he didn't know who | was anymore. These moments troubled both of us. 


But | was trying to do better now and what do | find? A locked bathroom door and Janne with a needle nearly 


up his vein. We'd promised each other.. 


| was beyond mad and still sick, horribly irritable, still undergoing a painful withdrawal process. | couldn't take 
this. He was supposed to be the good one, the strong one, the better one. 


"Who shoved that first needle up my arm and ruined everything? Who became a drug addict and turned into 


a com-completely different person? Turned m-me into someone | don't.. | don't even re-recognize anymore?" 
| turned back around and glared at him. 


"Me? You're blaming me? You begged me for it so shut up. And | recognize myself just fine nowadays actually. 
You're the one locked in the bathroom being a pussy and lying to me!" 


| don't know why | said these things. | wanted to help him. | wanted to curl beside him and tell him | was sorry 
and that we'd work through it because we loved each other. He loved me, right? But | couldn't. 


"D-don't you understand how.. h-how hard this is?" he sniffed. "It's your fault! Its y-your fault and you don't 
even carel I'm partly to blame but.. | just want your h-help and all you do is yell at me and make... make me 


feel like sh-shit." 
He was finding it hard to talk and it made my heart hurt. Everything hurt. 


"Because you fucking.. | went through fucking hell and you lied and cheated! | just can't believe you! | was 
trying to help you, we were supposed to do this together and you fucked it up, like always. Always so fucking 


weak Ever since | met you my life has gone to shit!" 


It felt like some other person was speaking through my mouth. That's what it had always felt like, actually, 
since | started using. It was like being possessed, like | lost all control of my true self. | wanted to hurt 
something, somebody, like | hurt. | hated to see Janne like that, hugging himself as tightly as possible, hiding his 
face from me as if he couldn't even bear to see me, and yet there was a simultaneous satisfaction as if from 
some foreign entity, an entity that enjoyed causing others pain, that felt triumphant in Janne's tears. Like he 


somehow deserved it for hiding the heroin from me. 


He glanced up with puffy eyes and shook his head with that same blank stare that | would sometimes catch 


him giving me earlier, the one that said ‘| have no idea who you are: 


| used to look at you and see an angel, sunshine and beauty and love. Life. Now.. now | just see darkness, soot, 
poison. Something ugly," he sniffed again and rubbed his nose. "You d-don't know how much | loved you...” he bit 
his lip. 


"Fuck you. You're trying to blame me for your own mistakes because its too hard for you to just accept that 
you fucked up. You w-wanted this," | sneered, unable to keep the slight waver out of my voice. | felt the tears 
welling, the horrible heartache at his words. | quickly wiped them away. 


"Get out. Just leave. | don't want to see you any more, | don't want to talk to you any more, just leave. Don't 
come back." He said it almost emotionlessly, sitting on the floor like a stone, tears running silently down his 
cheeks. 

| was slowly backing away, the weight of his words pushing me back. | was biting my quivering lip and the tears 
were starting to come down my face too, no matter how much | wished to keep a tough attitude. | knew | 
deserved it, everything. 


"J-janne, don't..." 


"Did you hear me? Just get out. GET OUT!" he screamed, which sent me to the door rather quickly. 


There are so many things | wish | could take back 


So many things | wish | had said. 


The Ending 


Author's Notes: 
Hope someone enjoyed it. | tried to squeeze too much into one chapter | think so it feels a little crammed but 


oh well 


| had only been walking for maybe two minutes before | started trying to call Janne. | was such a bad person. | 
had some odd need to mess everything up in my life. As soon as something good happened | had to go and do 
something even worse to outweigh the good thing. | was a disease to myself and to anyone who happened upon 


the misfortune of becoming close to me. 


"Janne? l'm.. l'm so sorry. | didn't mean anything | said, you know how | can get. l'm just.. | was hurt. But 


anyway.. | really just want to talk to you. | need to. So, uh, call me back. Please. |, um... | love you. Call me." 


He hadn't picked up of course. Why would he want to talk to me right now? | walked back to my apartment 
dejectedly, which was only about ten minutes walking distance from Janne's. | hadn't been to my place in a long 
time considering | always stayed at Janne's. We only kept separate places to uphold appearances and for 


moments like these, | guess, when we needed to get away from each other. 


| opened my door and looked at the simultaneously familiar and unfamiliar rooms, my furniture, and slumped in 
a chair. lt seemed so cold and lonely here. Not like home anyway. | put my head in my hands and sighed, unsure 
of what to do. Everything felt so heavy, so useless. | thought about sleeping, but | wasn't tired and | was 
scared of the nightmares. Of course, I'd always suffered from the occasional bad dream, but the withdrawal 
made every moment of sleep an abyss of hell and every moment out of sleep a waking nightmare. Sleep used 


to be a refuge. Not anymore. 


The worst part of the withdrawal wasn't the sickness. Obviously that's what everyone is most scared of, but 
for me at least it was endurable, a goal that | could see the end of. | knew it would come to pass. The worst 
part was the depression, the emptiness, the numbness. There seemed to be no end in sight, which made it 
much harder to go through. | knew how to make it all go away, how to make it better, but | couldn't go there. 
| wanted to, though. Oh how easy it would be.. 


| shook my head and stood on shaky legs to grab a bottle of Jameson and take a giant swig. Better to be an 
alcoholic, | guess. Pathetic but preferable. The worst thing about this apartment was that | knew where my 
stash was, knew exactly where the magical elixir was that would erase my pain. | should've gotten rid of it 
while | was still holding strong, but | was afraid that in my delicate state even glimpsing it long enough to flush 
it down the toilet could be my undoing. Instead | locked the door to my bedroom and put the key on the 
highest shelf and put the stool in the back of a closet. There. 


| sat down again and stared at a wall. | tried calling Janne and left another voice mail. | tried to think of 


something halfway enjoyable to do and came up blank. My eyes kept flitting to my locked bedroom door at 
regular intervals. There was a clock ticking incessantly. Water dripping somewhere in the building. My leg kept 


shaking, in time with the clock. Fingers tapping on my arm. Tongue running across my teeth. 


| grabbed my keys and some money and left. | had no destination in mind, but | couldn't sit in there any longer. 
It was brisk outside, gray, and | shivered, wishing I'd brought a jacket, only to realize | was wearing one. Drug 
use had brought both Janne and | to more resemble corpses than humans, which at the time hadn't bothered 
me. Now, though, | felt embarrassed, putting on sunglasses to hide the dark circles even though it was chilly 
and cloudy, drawing my hood up around my face in the hopes that no one would recognize me. I'd spent the 


last week vomiting and curled up in bed, so | probably looked even worse than before at the moment. 


| just walked around aimlessly for a bit, finally settling on a bench in a small park not too far from my building. 
Janne and | used to like to come here, before. It reminded me of him, which initially made me smile, but then 
brought back the immense sadness and nostalgia. Things could never be the same, | guess. For all | knew, this 
malaise | felt, this numbness, would never go away. | had heard some people say they never felt the same 
again, that everything always sucked, never got better. That I'd have to live this way the rest of my life. 
Added to that knowledge was the fact that | had possibly confined Janne to the same fate. | was only a little 
relieved by the knowledge that he hadn't been addicted nearly as long as me, giving him a much easier 
recovery. And all things considered, | hadn't even been addicted that long compared to some people. Eventually, 


someday, I'd probably feel better. l'd feel like | did when Janne and | first got together. Maybe. 
| reached in my pocket and withdrew a cigarette with shaky fingers. | felt so weak, it annoyed me, the fact 
that | couldn't even walk any farther than this, that | had to take a break, that it took effort just to light a 


cigarette. | managed, however, and inhaled, feeling slightly more relaxed as the smoke hit my lungs. 


"You shouldn't smoke so much," Janne had frowned, plucking the stick from between my lips and throwing it on 


the ground. 
"Hey!" | exclaimed, reaching out to get it as he crushed it under his foot. 


We were sitting on the same bench as now, basking in the sun that was so rare after the long winters of 


Finland. It was warm and yet the park was rather empty, just the two of us in sight. 
"What was that for?" | pouted. 


"Those things will kill you, you know. I'm just trying to protect you, so don't give me that face," he grinned and 
pulled up on the corners of my mouth with his fingers to simulate a smile. | stuck out my tongue and licked 
him. He growled and tackled me to the ground, the sunlight illuminating his face like a halo. 


"Who will protect me from you then?" | asked, unable to escape Janne's arms that were pinning me to the 


grass. 


"Nobody! | guess you'll just have to deal with me forever," he kissed my right cheek, "and ever," he kissed my 
left cheek, "and ever!" He finished by kissing my lips. | couldn't help but laugh at his corniness. 


"Janne you're so cheesy!" | grinned. 
"Maybe, but | got you to smile, didn't 1?" 


"Yeah, | guess so," | smirked mischievously, wrapping my arms around his neck and pulling his head down for 
another kiss... 


"Fuck!" | exclaimed when | realized my cigarette was burning to the nub and that tears were starting to leak 
out of my eyes. | quickly put out the cigarette and wiped under my eyes hastily, glad for the sunglasses. Not 
that there was really anyone to see me. | was the only one stupid enough to be out in the park in this 
weather. 


Or so | thought. 


"Hey," | heard a familiar voice say above me. | quickly looked up, hoping for a split second that it would be 


Janne. 

"Hi, Jas," | sighed, disappointed. 

"Expecting someone else?" he asked, sitting down next to me. 

"More like hoping," | said sullenly, scooting over a little to make room for him. 

"You look like shit," he commented. | was going to ask why he was here, but it didn't really matter, did it. 
"Yeah, well," | shrugged, digging in my pocket for another cigarette. 

"You shouldn't smoke so much." 

"So I've been told," | laughed humorlessly, offering him one. He shook his head. 

"How are you doing?" 


"How do you think?" | said a little meanly, taking off my glasses to show him my sunken, bloodshot eyes, 
haggard face. 


‘Sorry! Just thought I'd ask," he held his hands up in defense. 


| sighed and rubbed my eyes. 
"Sorry, l'm just... in a bad mood." 


He nodded and gently put his arm around me, a gesture which almost made me start crying again. | hated 
when people were nice when | didn't deserve it. | wished he'd just start yelling at me instead, telling me what a 


self-centered asshole | was. 
"We're all really proud of you though. It's okay to be a little.. depressed, or whatever." 


"A little?! You don't have any idea what it's like. How | feel." | squeezed my eyes shut again, feeling the 
moisture collect in the corners. | gritted my teeth and willed it away, opening my eyes again when | was sure it 


was gone. 
"You're right, I'm sorry, | don't know," Jaska said gently, pulling me closer into his side. 


"| turned my best friend into a drug addict. Everyone in the band hates me, | hate me... | don't know what to 


do, Jas. How to.. feel normal again." 
"We don't hate you, Allu, and you'll feel normal again soon. I've been doing some research..” 


| let him drone on, not really paying attention, thinking about what might have happened if Janne and | had quit 
when we were supposed to, that day on the bus, the leftovers.. But we hadn't. There were “last hits" and last 
hits, and a very big difference between the two. Shit went majorly downhill after that, when we didn't quit. 
After that there was that unspoken acknowledgement that we'd failed. That we couldn't really do it even if we 
wanted to. And so we threw ourselves headfirst into it. There was no pretending anymore, pretending we 
weren't addicted, that we didn't need it, that there was anything left in our lives besides that. Nothing else 
mattered anymore, not the music not the band and not even each other, really. Our lives hinged on a white 


powder. 


It wasn't as if our bandmates didn't know something was going on. Since we stopped pretending to be our 
normal selves, well, we weren't our normal selves. Aside from just the physical deterioration, there was the 
mental aspect as well, the withdrawn personality, irritability, terrible instrumental playing, basically the fact 
that we were obviously completely preoccupied by something other than the tour itself. Henkka, the smart one, 
was the first to guess, the one to eventually find us one day on the bus with the needles, completely drugged 
out of our minds. | feel like angry would be an understatement. He cut the tour short right then and there, 
turned the bus around, dropped us off, and told us to clean up. And so we did, after maybe a week of binging 
and despair. Or at least | did, | guess. | had only seen Henkka once since the tour, when he came up to check on 
us and found us anything but clean. | remember how disgusted he was, how disgusting | felt. This was the first 
time I'd seen Jaska at all. 


"Janne and l.. we were in love, you know," | said after a while of silence, stamping out my cigarette for the 


second time. 

"We kind of guessed that a long time ago," Jaska said, unsurprised by the confession. "Are you still?" 

| shrugged. 

"| don't know. | guess... | guess | love him. | mean, | do. | do love him. But he kicked me out and won't talk to me, 
so.." | shrugged again. "He's still using. He lied to me. But | love him. He blames me, though. | blame me. | 


deserve for him to hate me. Says he can't even look at me anymore. Says I'm not the person he fell in love 


with. So | guess, um, it's probably over." | sniffed, staring the ground. 

"He'll come around, you know," Jaska said in an attempt at optimism. "Once he cleans up too." 
"Yeah, well, how can he? If he won't even let me help him.." 

"He.. he didn't tell you?" Jaska asked, suddenly seeming uncomfortable. 


"Tell me what? | told you | haven't spoken to him in hours!" 


"Oh. Well, | guess after you left he, uh, he called up Henkka and said he wanted to go to rehab. So Henkka went 
there and picked him up and, well, they're probably there already..." 


".. Rehab? He.. he would have told me. He would have said goodbye at least! | could've helped him! Call him right 


now, | want to talk to him and he won't pick up if it's me." 


"Alexi, Henkka's probably on his way back already," Jaska tried to soothe me. "Some people need more help than 
others, and | don't think he can have his cell phone in there, at least not at the beginning. Maybe he didn't tell 
you because he thought you would try and talk him out of going...” 


"Of course | would have! He doesn't need to be in there, with a bunch of crazy drug-addict strangers! He 
needs to be out here, with us, his friends. We could've helped him! | can't believe... | can't believe he didn't even 


say bye to me.. that he didn't trust me..." 
| didn’t really know what to do, so | just sat there with my head in my hands, staring at nothing. 


"Look, Alexi, this is a good thing. You want him to get clean, right? And then things can go back to how they 
were.. before," said Jaska the optimist. 


"Yeah, | do," | said glumly, kicking at an imaginary rock. "But he kicks me out and then leaves without saying 
anything.. He hates me. He'll always blame me, won't he? When he starts getting sick, he'll blame me, and when 
he starts feeling depressed, he'll blame me.. You know what they do to you in there, right? They make you 
find a reason. Why did you start doing it. They make you find a cause and then get rid of the cause. l.. | was 


the reason he did it. They'll convince him that I'm bad, an enabler, that he needs to stay away from me..” 


| grabbed for another cigarette. 
"Stop if! Jesus," Jaska said, grabbing it out of my hand and shaking his head 

"They're probably right, | guess. | should get going," | stood up abruptly and started walking home. 
"Want me to walk you back?" Jaska called after me. 

"No, thanks 

"Well, wait," he jogged up behind me. "At least take my coat, You look really cold" 

He draped it over my shoulders and | nodded in tharks. 


"Look, don't be a stranger, okay? If you want to talk, we're all happy to. And don't get too down about Janne, 
they said he could probably have visitors in a week or two. Or you could call him, write him a letter.. And 
don't smoke yourself to death in there!" he called after me as | walked away. | just threw a thumbs-up over 
my shoulder and kept going. | really had nothing else to say. 


When | reached my apartment the first thing | did was to grab my key to Jane's place and move back in 
there. | hadn't truly lived in my own apartment for ages it seemed, and | almost felt | had to check and see 
for sure if Janne was actually gone. Unsurprisingly, he was, at least in the flesh, but the place still smelled like 
him, felt like him, and so it was alright for now. | wondered how long he'd have to stay.. wherever he was. | 
didn't even know what facility he was at. | could ask Henkka later, | guess. | didn't even know why | was so upset 
about this, but something in my gut told me it was bad, wrong, especially considering | hadn't even gotten to 
see him before he left, to properly apologize, say goodbye. | had a fundamental distrust of institutions, and this 
was no different. | suppose it was good he was getting help, but there was a certain pang when | realized he 
hadn't even let me truly try to help him, even after I'd gone through it myself. He didn't want to be around 
me, he'd rather be around strangers who didn't even know him. It made me feel even more empty than | 


already did. 


Part of the reason | wanted Janne around was purely selfish, of course, maybe even entirely. | needed him and 
he abandoned me, or so | thought of it. | knew he needed more help at this point than | did but he always said 
he'd be there for me and he just left, just like that, in the span of a few hours. Disappeared. We were 
supposed to lean on each other, right? Be there for each other always? He knew how things were for me, 


what could happen if the bad thoughts came back and there was no one there, now more than ever.. 
| was so selfish, goddammit. 


| got into his alcohol cabinet, our alcohol cabinet, and poured myself another drink. | really wished | could cry. | 


felt like it. But | was too drained even for that small effort, emotionally wasted, so to speak. | called Henkka and 
asked where Janne was staying so | could look up the phone number. He told me, asked me how | was doing, 
told me not to worry too much, that Janne was just upset for now, that this was a good thing for both of us 
and that he'd come round eventually, the same hollow platitudes Jaska spouted. | asked if Janne had said 
anything about me in the car ride and other than being visibly upset, presumably because of me, he hadn't 
said one word. Apparently when Henkka had brought me up, Janne had said he didn't want to talk about it. 
About me. Us. He wanted to look forward, at his future. What the hell did that mean? That | was now firmly a 
part of his past? That he wanted to forget about me entirely? Henkka said | was reading too much into it and 
that | needed to calm down. Was | not calm? To myself | seemed very calm, too calm even. Emotionless and 
unfeeling. Henkka said he wanted to see me tonight but | told him | was tired and hung up. Another good thing 
about staying at Jane's place - | could hide out here, at least for a little bit, without anyone finding me. 


But the truth was that | couldn't sleep without downing a few pills, and even then it was a restless slumber 
filled with bad dreams, and | woke feeling just as sluggish as the previous day. | spent pretty much all morning 
curled in his bed (our bed?) staring at the ceiling, trying to think of what | should do. Write music? | lacked any 
and all creativity. Practice? It just didn't appeal to me. Maybe | should get food, but | wasn't hungry. | could 
work out, try to regain some strength, but for what? What did any of it matter at this point? 

At noon | tried to call the facility. This was stupid for many reasons, mainly because even if Janne had wished 
to speak to me, and even if the people working there had let me speak to him, he would obviously be in no 
condition to talk at this point. He'd be in the midst of withdrawal, not a good time to be speaking. The woman 


who answered told me he wasn't taking calls right now. Obviously. | hung up and dozed a little more. 


Days passed. | never left the apartment and ignored all texts and calls from Henkka and Jaska. | didn't feel like 
talking. | didn't eat save for alcohol and some toast. And cigarettes. | wasn't hungry. 


On the fourth day | tried calling the facility again. 

"Hello, uh, can | speak to Janne Wirman? He's staying here." 

"Yes, may | ask who's calling?" 

"Alexi Laiho. I'm his, um, his friend." 

"Hold on one second." 

| heard voices in the background. 

‘I'm sorry, Mr. Wirman can't speak to you right now." 

"What? Why not? My friend Henkka Seppala said he just called and Janne was okay! They talked...” 


"I'm sorry Mr. Laiho, you can't speak to him," she said, annoyed. 


"Did he say that? Or is it because -" 
| apologize for the inconvenience." 
She hung up. 


| stared at the phone for a while before crawling back into bed Was it because he hated me? Hated me so 


much he couldn't even talk to me? 


| couldn't really tolerate that possibility, so | convinced myself that it was the rehab place, that he'd told them 
who gave him the drugs and therefore they wouldn't let me speak to him. That was surely it. Janne.. he was 
mad but he loved me. He'd get over it. He was my best friend My lover. Everything was fine. Would be fine. In 


time. 


Henkka found me two days later, purely on accident. He was going to retrieve some more clothes for Janne and 


there | happened to be, lying in his bed, as was my normal routine. 

"What the fuck... Alexi?" Henkka asked tentatively, peeling back the covers. 
"Henkka? What are you doing here?" 

"| could be asking you the same question," he said, looking down at me oddly. 
| sat up. 


"I've been staying here since he left since, well, he's not here, and all my stuff is here, it's where I've lived for 


a while now so.." | shrugged. "Why are you here?" 


"Getting some fresh clothes for Janne. But | didn't mean so much here as in Janne's apartment, considering 


you told us you were here, as much as | meant still in bed at four in the afternoon 


"l. | told you | was here?" | asked, confused. | thought I'd been ignoring him and Jaska.. But then again, | had 


known he'd spoken with Janne on the phone.. 


"Yeah, we talked on the phone the other day, remember?" he peered at me in that odd way again, cocking his 
head to the side like | was crazy. "I told you | had talked to Janne, you proceeded to barrage me with 


questions..2" 


"Oh, right, yeah | remember," | laughed nervously. "Anyway, | didn't realize it was this late! | was just a little 
tired, that's all," | gave my best impression of a reassuring smile, trying to change the subject: 


"I think you've been drinking too much," Henkka said, looking at me concernedly. "And when's the last time you 
ate anything? | brought you some Chinese takeout, thought we could have a late lunch." 


‘Oh, | wasn't really expecting visitors today." | scratched at my head uneasily. "And I'm not really too hungry...” 
"Alexi, you are getting out of that bed and eating something even if | have to drag you." 


And so | got up and got dressed and poked around at some chicken. 


"Alexi, please, eat it," Henkka begged, seeming relieved when | forced a piece into my mouth, chewing slowly and 


grimacing at the sensation of it going down my throat. 
"There, happy?" | asked, sticking a few grains of rice in my mouth too. 


"No, not really. You look rather... unwell,” he finally decided on, reaching over to feel my forehead. "You seem a 


tad warm...” 

I'm fine! Stop worrying so much," | swatted his hand away. 

"Jaska and | think maybe you should see someone," he said slowly, looking me in the eye to gage my reaction. 
| stopped chewing. 

"See someone? As in like a shrink or something?" 

"| mean like a psychiatrist, a therapist, someone professional” 


"Why? I'm perfectly fine. Really you two worry wayyy too much," | assured him, suddenly very interested in 
the food before me. 


"You just.. well, you haven't left that bed in god knows how long. You seem a little depressed. And then on the 
phone the other day, you said some concerning things. You just seem a little fixated on this whole Janne thing, 
blaming yourself... Look, it's not your fault, what happened with him. He made his own choices and you were 
obviously suffering at the time. He just needs some space now, is all. Be patient. | can tell how much he still 
loves you by how upset he gets when | bring up your name. He misses you. Just give him time. He's going 
through a lot right now and it's only been a few days, okay? You need to stop beating yourself up over this. 
I'm sorry I've been hard on you lately, its just... its difficult to watch someone do this to himself when you 
care so much about him. We all really care about you, Allu. Remember that. Please take care of yourself. | 


just don't want... well.. another episode like last time." 


Of course, he was referring to the time | went crazy and ended up in a mental hospital. | didn't want that to 


happen again either, but honestly | was fine! He was well overreacting. Although | did wish | could remember 


what concerning things l'd said on the phone. Asking what they were though would be admitting that | actually 
had no recollection of the conversation, which would only make him more concerned. Best not to say anything, 
really. 

"Look, | don't need any ‘professional’ help. I'm perfectly fine. And Janne... I've accepted he needs to get better. 
Maybe he needs some space. It's fine." | shrugged and dutifully shoved more food in my mouth, although it 
didn't taste like much to me. | think everything had taken on this dull hue. 

"Alexi, you're not fine. You're obsessing. You haven't gotten a shower since | last saw you. Please don't 
pretend," he said, looking at me seriously, studying my eyes. | wondered again what I'd said on the phone to 


make him this scared. 


"Speaking of, I'm going to get a shower. Thanks for reminding me. | have to look halfway presentable tomorrow 


when | go to visit Janne. Jaska told me he was allowed to have visitors this Saturday!” | said happily. 
Wait. 
Jaska? So | had talked to Jaska too? 


"is everything okay?" Henkka asked, peering at me in that overly concerned way. | must've suddenly looked 


distraught about something so | quickly returned to my smile. 
"Yeah, fine!" 


"Look, are you sure he wants to see you? Right now? You guys just had an argument a few days ago and he 


hasn't talked to you.. | just don't want you to be disappointed. He's probably still getting over it" 


"Are you kidding?! OF course I'm going to go see him. And I'm sure he'll want to see me, its been almost a 
week. Of course he'll want to speak to me." 


"Alexi, he spent most of that week vomiting in a living Hell. You might want to give him a little more time..." 


Henkka seemed uncomfortable, not sure how to tell me nicely he didn't think | should go. 
"Im getting a shower. And l'm going to see my best friend" 

"Well at least let us take you." 

"Fine" 


And he left. 


Tiring it was, to keep up this fagade. 


| was happy when he was gone. 


Going to see Janne of course ended up being a mistake, as Henkka predicted. 


Firstly, it was nearly unbearable to be around both Jaska and Henkka at the same time, especially so soon 
after spending the afternoon with Henkka. It was too much contact and it made me uneasy and annoyed. | was 
in the backseat of the car and | couldn't shake the feeling that, when they talked quietly and | couldn't hear 
them, they were talking about me. | fidgeted nervously the whole car ride, which in actuality was rather short. 
Only about ten minutes. 


Secondly, | didn't actually see Janne. | wasn't on his guest list. Which was apparently a list of people he allowed 
to go in and see him, and if you weren't on the list you couldn't go in No matter how much you begged. Since | 
hadn't been able to call him and tell him | planned on coming, he hadn't put me on the guest list. Or that's how 
| saw it anyway. It probably wasn't because he truly didn't want to see me. Stupid rehab place with stupid 
rules. | bet this was all some conspiracy, not letting me talk to him on the phone and then not letting me see 


him in person. | knew they'd turn him against me. 


Thirdly, | had to wait in the waiting room by myself while Henkka and Jaska saw Janne. Complete bullshit. And 
there were other people in there, making noise and talking about annoying things. It put me further on edge. 
Every time | peeked at the receptionist she was staring at me. What was she thinking? What did she know? My 


thumb was bleeding where | was incessantly picking at it, which spurred me to take minor action 

Fourthly, | got dragged out of the waiting room against my will because | was "causing a scene." Apparently 
asking exactly why | couldn't just see Janne for a little bit was grounds for kicking me out, was "causing a 
scene.’ Henkka released my struggling arm after he finally got me outside. 

"What the fuck was that? What the hell is wrong with youl?" 

"Me? What's wrong with me? They're the ones keeping me from seeing Janne!" | pointed towards the building. 
"Alexi, he doesn't want to see you right now. | told you that! This rehabilitation center doesn't have some 
personal vendetta against you! They don't even know who you are!” He grabbed my shoulders and shook me a 
few times, as if to knock some sense into my head. All it accomplished really was a mild feeling of confusion. | 
stared at him blankly. 


He grabbed me and threw me in the car. 


Jaska just looked frightened. 


Fifthly, the ride home was full of a tense silence that had me finding a new finger to pick at since my thumb 


was getting too sore. 
"I saw him, you know. When you guys came out to get me, Janne was there for a second looking at me 
through the door before it closed. He really looked good, much better than he did," | said at an attempt at 


conversation. 


"Yeah, | know. We all came running when we started hearing yelling and crashing from the waiting room,’ Henkka 


glared back at me. "You told me you were fine." 

"Did he say anything about me?" 

"What?" 

"Janne, did he say anything about me?" | asked again, ignoring his comments. 


"Stop it. Stop thinking about him. Obsessing about him. He'll talk to you when he's ready. Were you always this 
attached?" 


"Did he say anything?" 

"He missed you but was afraid to talk to you because of his and your emotional states. And | told him he 
shouldn't see you for a while. And for good reason. He probably agreed with me after what happened today." 
He shook his head, as if in disbelief. 


Sixthly, Henkka told Janne not to see me. 


"You? You told him... why..? He wanted to see me and you...?" | realized all the fingers on my right hand were 


raw and bloody. 

"Because he's trying to get better and you're obviously unstable right now. Don't you want to help him? And | 
don't think it would be beneficial for you to see him either. You need to stop thinking about him so much. Your 
life doesn't hinge on him, you know." 


But it did. 


Janne and heroin got me out of my.. episode. And then they both left me at the same time. | needed him. | 


needed to believe. 
‘tm not unstable, that receptionist was staring at me! She.. she knew something!" 
"Knew what, exactly?" 


"|... | don't know! She didn't like me, she wanted me to get kicked out. She pretended like | was making a big deal, 


but -" 
"Alexi, we saw you," Henkka interrupted bluntly. 
| shook my head and brought my knees up to my chest and bit my fingers. 


When Janne still wouldn't answer my phone calls, thoughts of shooting up kept entering my head. Maybe it 
would be better that way. Maybe | could be normal if | did that. The good thing about heroin was that it 


always wanted you. Or so it seemed. It would never abandon you, that's for sure. 


| got a bill for damaged property, which | struggled to explain away to myself if indeed | hadn't done anything 
that day in the waiting room. It made me uncomfortable to think about it so | hid the letter in a drawer. 


| couldn't trust Henkka any more and it made me sad. At one time | considered him a confidante. 


| took to lighting things on fire. Anything would do. | liked trying new things to see how they would burn 


Stuffed animals were fun because sometimes their eyes would melt. 


| slept most of the day and was awake at night, like an owl or a bat. The dark was too scary to sleep in The 


day was too bright to look at. 

| liked doing pictures, too. Watching the edges turn black, the image being slowly eaten away, was oddly 
satisfying. | started making a scrapbook of partially burnt pictures and other various items. By scrapbook | just 
mean a notebook with stuff glued and taped inside. 

| burnt the dead skin on my fingers, just barely. 

"You deserve to burn" 

| slept under the bed because then nothing could be hiding under there except me. Maybe | was the thing 
under people's beds that they were scared of. | got the sensation that | was simultaneously under the bed and 
on top of it, waiting to climb out and attack myself. | had visions of myself, stabbing my own body twenty 
times, of burning myself and watching my body slowly turn black, my eyes melting. 

| started crying hysterically and pounding on the underside of the bed. | felt claustrophobic and trapped and 
these images continued to play before my eyes. | wanted out but | knew if | got out I'd see myself on top of 
the bed and do something, so | had to stay under here. 


| curled into a ball and chewed on my fingers. 


Henkka would be happy that | wasn't thinking about Janne nearly as much. He was just a vain hope. A fantasy, 


really. I'd given up on that a long time ago. 

A few suns passed before | got out from under the bed, and not of my own accord | screamed and looked at 
my attacker and there was blue eyes and blonde hair staring back at me, mirroring my mouth, opened in a 
scream. Then part of my mouth began to droop and half my face started to melt off and | started crying 
again and pulled away from myself, running down the hallway to the kitchen. There was light streaming through 
the windows, and | was somewhat relieved. At least it wasn't dark 

| sat on the floor in a corner, rocking, smoking a cigarette with shaky ravaged fingers. 

| tried calling Janne. 

By some miracle, | was put through. 

"Alexi?" his voice said. 

"Janne?" 


"What's wrong?" he asked, instantly concerned by the tone of my voice. 


"| d-don't know, there's.. there's something wr-wrong with me," | sniffed, dragging in sharply on the cigarette 
before putting it out. 


"Lex, what is it? What's going on?" 

"Do you think | deserve to burn?" 

"What?" 

| peered down the hallway to see if | was following myself. 
"Janne I'm sc-scared," | admitted. "I think I'm dead" 


| woke up under the bed, being dragged out by my ankles. | started screaming and thrashing, but it didn't help. | 


came face to face with blonde hair and blue eyes. 


"Shhh, Alexi it's okay, it's me, its me!" Henkka let go and held his hands up, signifying peace. | was shaking 


violently and on the verge of tears. 


"0-oh," | choked out, relieved. 


"What's wrong? What were you doing under there?" he coaxed, slowly reaching out to rub my shoulder gently. 
| had a b-bad dream." | squeezed my eyes shut, allowing him to pull me into a hug. 


"| was so worried, nobody had heard from you in two weeks and then | couldn't find you anywhere until | heard 


you crying under there." 


He released me and allowed me to wipe my tears when an odd look came over his face and he grabbed my 


wrists. 

"Alexi... what happened to your hands... 

| ripped my hands away and became moderately embarrassed. 
| burned them." 

"On what?" 


"A hot pan, | was cooking," | said immediately, as if I'd rehearsed the response. He gulped and looked worried. 
There were large bloody sores on all my fingers extending at least halfway down 


"Hold on, just stay here. l'm going to run and get some gauze and antiseptic. Those don't look too good. Don't go 
anywhere, I'll be back in just a few minutes," he promised, giving me one last quick hug before he left. He 


seemed oddly disturbed. 


| studied my fingers and realized | had definitely burned them a little more than | thought and had chewed 
them to a bloody mess. | suppose to someone who hadn't seen them in two weeks, they'd look pretty 


gruesome. 
Shrugging, | looked up to where Henkka had been. 
| screamed. 


Right behind him, or right behind where he had been, my wall was covered. What | thought was in my 


"scrapbook" was plastered all over the white surface of my wall, pictures and giant inked letters. 
"l'm fine, I'm fine, I'm fine," | repeated to myself, backing away. 


| wasn't fine. | couldn't do it. | had known for a long time | couldn't do it. Janne and heroin had saved me 
temporarily, but | wasn't meant to be here, | realized. | was never meant to be here, I'd overstayed my limit. 
Every extra moment | stayed was a tax, a moment | had to pay in horror and sadness and anger and 
numbness and pain. Everything bad in the world And | deserved it. All I'd ever done was cause pain and harm 


to others. What good had | ever done for this world? | deserved everything. 


| walked outside and sniffed as the cold air hit me. 


| should have died that day when | was a teenager. | was supposed to. Maybe | did. Maybe | was dead right 


now. What if | was in hell? Or what if | was just a walking soulless body.. 

Pictures and more pictures, covering my wall, my face burnt or half burnt out of all of them. 
"You deserve to burn" and "Death" written in blood. 

| entered my apartment and grabbed my key. 

I'm sure Janne thought | deserved it too. Everyone did. 

| unlocked my bedroom and dug in the drawer til | found it, a whole lot of it. 

| was giddy as | loaded it up, anticipating after what felt like so long.. 

It felt warm as it entered my veins, burning me from the inside. 


It didn't take long for me to go. 


You see, people think death is a curse. They're afraid of it. 
But not me. 


Death is a gift. A possibility of the ultimate escape. The greatest possible freedom there is. Everything ceases 
to matter, every problem disappears. | didn't have to care about Mom and Dad hugging each other, wishing 
they'd done more, seen more. | didn't have to care about my sister giving a tearful speech about how she 
listened to me play guitar in my room for hours every day, how we listened to old rock CDs together on a 
daily basis. | didn't have to care about my friends toasting and having a drink in my honor because | would've 
liked it, about Jaska and Henkka hugging each other, Henkka wishing he hadn't gone out to get wrappings for my 
wounds. And | certainly didn't have to care about Janne breaking down and sobbing, tucking my hair behind my 


ears one last time, blaming himself, begging for me to wake up. 


Death is a gift. 


When | woke up | was in a small white room, sterile. Machines clicking around. 

| would choose death over a nightmare any day. 

When they heard me moaning and crying they came in 

When | struggled and screamed they gave me a shot, even though | pled. | promised to be good. 

| woke up in a different, smaller room. | couldn't move because my wrists and ankles were secured to the bed. 
| could hear people talking to themselves in rooms next to mine, and | might've talked to myself too just to 
make myself feel better. 

When the waking nightmares came, | couldn't move, couldn't hide, and they gave me another shot. 

Medicine. 


| hated it. The way it made me feel. 


Apparently Henkka had returned shortly after | left to find me missing, as well as my wall covered with, in his 


words, “disturbing imagery." He'd been just fast enough to save me. 

Psychotic depression, they called it. They told me | was getting better. Maybe | can see Janne soon 

| want out of here. | want to be held in his arms again. | want to feel.. love. They say that's an improvement: 
| don't feel like myself anymore. These places change you. 


But they told me it might be beneficial to write about it. | write because I'm not allowed to talk yet. Not to 
other people. | don't really want to. But | just... | just want Janne to know how | feel. Felt. 


Sorry. | feel sorry. 


| miss him. 


